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Blood on Snow 


Author's Notes: 
Fictional, obviously. 


Blood on snow. Why blood and why on snow? 


It was almost too cliché, the way it happened. Like the beginning, or the end, of a dramatic movie. Or a movie 


which's purpose is solely focused on making you cry. 


It was cold, too. Biting cold, so cold my cheeks would turn red and sting from it, and | remember trying to 
soothe them with my hands, blowing into my mittens and the rubbing my cheeks to try mustering up some 
heat. My hands were trembling from the cold, | remember. And | remember that you were walking beside me, 


with one of those sly smirks you always wore. You thought | was complaining too much, and you were right. 


You always enjoyed the Winter, and you were like a little child on Christmas Eve everytime the first snow 
came pouring down from the sky, sometimes even launching snowballs at me. It'd always end up as a fullscale 
war, ‘cause I'd never let you get away without a fight. 


We were talking about regular shit, the things two guys might talk about once they meet up after being apart 
for two months. No wait, it was three months. It had been three months since the last time | saw your face 


or heard your voice, and this first hour we had had together so far was going along perfectly. 


And you weren't just a regular guy, not to me. That smirk you gave me sent shivers down my spine, and you 
eased my freezing state in more than one way, making me feel hot and tingly inside, longing for you. Just by 
the way you looked at me, you could set my insides aflame. And you were doing it, right in that moment, your 


dark chocolate orbs staring right into my core and making me melt like mold. 


You couldn't hold my hand, although we both wanted to. You couldn't kiss my lips, no matter how much we 
both ached to taste each other. We could only give each other these subtle signs although all we wished for 
was to fall into the other's warm, loving embrace and never let go. But if we did, the world would know. My 
wife would know. And that was to take it too far, we weren't ready for that step. Never had been, and feared 


we might never be. 


We were laughing, | remember you telling me how beautiful | was, how much you wanted me to know that you 
had missed me and hinting to me what you wanted to do to me once we reached my place. | smiled at you, 
Telling you | loved you. You smiled back, flashing your white teeth and showing off those dimples in your cheeks 
| remember so well, that | adored so. You told me that you loved me too, and that you couldn't wait to be 


alone with me. | think | blushed. 


The snow was crackling beneath our feet as we walked together, wanting to go hand in hand but unable to. The 
evening had yet to arrive, but the sky was already pitch black, while crystal clear. | remember looking up at 
the stars, counting them for a while and | remember one was shooting. You thought | was being childish for 
letting the stars get me so giddy. | made a wish though, and judging by the way you gazed at the darkness 


above us, | think you did too. | only wish | knew what you were wishing for. 
| wished for you to always remain in my life. 


We stood there for a while, admiring the view from the sidewalk, not minding people passing us by on the 
streets, not minding the looks they were giving us. | remember laughing again, | remember that you said 
something funny and suggestive that made me feel like I'd catch fire and sent a pleasant shiver throughout 
my body, but | can't remember what it was. Oh Lord, how | wish | could recall the words. 


I'd give everything | have just to remember that one line 


| told you that you were crazy as a reply, and you shook your head and shrugged, saying you were only crazy 
about one thing. | knew what that one thing was. | still know what it was, oh Lord, how could | ever forget? 


There was a wind, | remember. | remember your hat coming off, getting caught by that very same wind | 
nowadays abhor, and | remember how | chuckled at you. | remember your flustered and a bit dumfound 


expression, and how you cursed under your breath, a shy look on your face. You were so beautiful in that 


moment. | told you that. You followed the hat with your gaze, watched it land in the middle of the road, just 


around the corner. You told me to stay back where | was and wait for you, you'd be back in a moment. 


| did as you told me to, | stayed, looking down at the ground and shuffling my feet, kicking the snow. | thought 


of how much | loved you, of how our evening would look. | had it all planned out in my head. 


| thought of how we'd walk home, and open a bottle of champagne. We'd sit down by the kitchen table of my 
New York City apartment, light a few candles. I'd let my hand creep across the table to take yours and 
squeeze it. I'd look into your eyes, and we'd talk of the old days. Reminisce on our past. We'd have dinner, I've 


always been a good cook, so I'd chat with you while preparing the meal. 


Afterwards, we'd dance, a slow dance to some romantic shit, and we'd kiss at last, having saved it all up until 
that moment. We'd end up in bed, making love and I'd fall asleep in your tight embrace, your strong arms 


wrapped around me as if to protect me from the outside world. I'd be happy. You'd be, too. 


Lost in thought, | was brought back to reality by the sounds of screeching car breaks. Snapping my eyes open, 
my head flung towards the direction in which you'd went, and all | could see.. 


Blood on snow. Scarlet, crimson droplets of that warm liquid. Against the cold, cruel and unforgiving snow, white 


as the light. 


| ran towards what | was seeing, and | remember more screeching noises. | remember how people started to 
gather around me, and | felt crowded, panicking. But | don't quite remember what | saw, it all went so fast, 
there are no exact images. | do remember falling to my knees though, because | remember how they hurt 


when they connected roughly with the hard, ice-covered asphalt. 


| remember taking your hand in mine, and shaking it violently, tugging at it. | remember telling you to get up, 
over and over as in a mantra, but that you wouldn't answer me. | couldn't understand why you wouldnt move, 
your arm dangling lifelessly as | held your hand up towards my face, placed your palm against my cheek and 
leaving a mark of blood behind. Your imprint. 


| remember my vision going blurry, and | remember the painful sting of my tears drying and turning to ice on 
my cheeks and eyelashes, but | couldn't stop them from pouring out. | remember shaking you violently, how 
whiny and throaty my voice sounded. It's almost as if the person by your side in that moment that | see so 


clearly wasn't even me, but somebody else. Someone foreign who just happened to utter my speech for me. 


They came to take you away, they told me that you.. but | didn't want to believe them. It was as if all my 
world shut down, and shattered, imploding and exploding all at once. Over and over. | felt numb and everything 


turned to black. 


| woke up days later, and some doctor, | think it was a doctor'cause | don't remember that one detail all too 
well, told me what had happened. He refreshened the horrible memories. | remember that | didn't even get the 
chance to give you that one last kiss that would have proved to you how much | loved you that night. And no 


matter how often | say it, try To make you understand and hear me wherever you are, it's not the same. 


Here | go, crying again. It's been two years, | should be able to move on, | should be past this point. But | guess 
Ill never be able to cope with it. It's hard, Richard. I's so empty without you, I'm so alone. | don't know who to 
turn to anymore, you were the only one who knew me. You were the only one | could trust. | loved you, | still 


do. 

Blood on snow. 

Not tonight, there's no blood, not even any snow. As | look out the window of the very same apartment we 
were supposed to share that night, | scan the sky over and catch the twinkling light of the stars, wondering if 
one of them might be you. Wondering if the star that fell so many night ago might have been your star, if 
that was why you had to leave. 


Tonight, one is falling as well, and | can't help but make a wish, a new one. Just for you to hear as | mouth it, 


my words mute but the intention of them, the meaning, all but. 


| wish | could have given you that last, tender kiss. 


